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was temper shown both ways. It was a late hour,
and everyone was weary/ She was surprised
at the firmness of her voice. Her personality
counted; she knew that they were all impressed
with it.

Perhaps Prosper felt that also, for he said, his
voice a little more angered than it had been:

' Why do we waste our time? I should be in
the country by now. My wife and I are not here
for some child's play. I demand from Mrs, Will
Herries an apology in writing/

Will, his face pale with anger, the horse-bones
of his cheeks emphasised with his passion,
answered:

' It is clear enough from the evidence. ... I
also demand an apology in writing/

Then everyone began to speak at once:

' No apology on either side/

* Great rudeness/

* For my part I'd have a public apology/

' And what could you know of the matter?
If you'd been beside your daughter as you should
have been------'

' Most certainly she insulted me. She laughed
at my entertainment and broke my fan------*

*  I demand an apology in writing. . . /

' After all, they are both young. Who should
mind a slap in the face . . .?'

*  I would call you out, Cousin Prosper, for
less/

' Call me out then. I'll make mincemeat out
of you!'

'Pomfret!   Pomfret!'    (This,  shrilly,  from